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Mahomedan and not a Hindu hotel/' The turbaned
official looked surprised, and exclaimed in good English;
"But why, Sheikh?" "I am a Moslem/' was the
reply. Seldom have I seen such perplexity as spread
over this fellow's face. It was obvious, nevertheless,
that the words gave him pleasure. Very respectfully
he saluted and said, " Sahib, go to the Shah Jehan
Palace/1

In a gharry or native cab, I went past the domed
palaces that house Bombay's business firms, through
crooked bazaar streets and great factory districts, till I
came among the villas of wealthy Europeans, Here
stood a small hostelry with something like forty or fifty
rooms, almost solely patronised by Indians. A very
courteous, brown-skinned man, richly dressed, appeared
at the entrance porch before I left the vehicle. He gave
the customary Mahomedan greeting and^ seemed to
know who I was. Evidently the hotel porter had given
him a gratifying description of me, for a Rajah could
not have received more cordial hospitality. We soon
became friends*

My room possessed modern furnishings, and in its
organization, waiters, dining-rooms, luggage storage, the
hotel resembled a fashionable European establishment.
Only two things remained distinctive. No liquor could
be brought there since the Prophet forbids its con-
sumption and every morsel of food served had been
proved "Kosher" by Moslem standards*

My host was extremely religious, in fact a Syed or
descendant of Mahomet. He carried the title of